WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
nine to step off at Banff on the way across Canada. I wished I could
have stayed at Lake Louise also, for I loved every bit of that journey
across the great Dominion—the wide open spaces and the vast forests,
the rugged climb up the Kicking Horse Pass across the Rockies, and
the beautiful descent again to the valleys on the western side of them,
and last but not least, my first glimpse of the famous Canadian Mounted
Police. But I had to hurry to catch my boat at Victoria.
The steamers of the C.P.R., painted white and built on yacht lines,
were extremely comfortable, and in that month of June there were only
thirteen passengers on board the Empress of China. So far as I can
recollect, in spite of that number, nothing untoward happened to any
of us either on the trip or immediately after. There were several
missionaries and a Consular officer or two on board as well as a girl
aged about twelve. One loses a whole day in the course of that
journey from west to east across the Pacific, and she was extremely
anxious lest she might miss her birthday. I asked her which day it
was, and curiously enough it was the same day as mine, the loth of
June. I cannot remember being very excited over the possible loss of
mine, but in the event it was the i ith which we skipped, so all was well.
It is an uneventful voyage with very little to see, except a glimpse
of the Aleutian Islands, but we did come in for a typhoon when we
were still several days out from Tokio. As the result of great pressure
I was allowed by the Captain to remain on deck, though firmly tied
up to some part of it. It was quite warm and I wore nothing but a
waterproof. I forget how long it lasted, but we went right through
the middle of it till we came out on the other side. One could not see
a yard before one's face, but the howling of the wind and the breaking
of the seas over the ship constituted an exhilarating experience.

